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This intercourse, however, fell within narrower limits soon
after the time of my entrance. I acknowledge, with deep
self-reproachj that every possible indulgence was allowed to
me which the circumstances of the establishment made
possible. I had, for example, a private room allowed, in
which I not only studied, but also slept at night The room
being airy and cheerful, I found nothing disagreeable in this
double use of it. Naturally, however, this means of retire-
ment tended to sequester me from my companions: for,
whilst liking the society of some amongst them, I also had a
deadly liking (perhaps a morbid liking) for solitude. To
make my present solitude the more fascinating, my mother
sent me five guineas extra, for the purchase of an admission
to the Manchester Library; a library which I should not at
present think: very extensive, but which, however, benefited
in its composition, as also in its administration, by the good
sense and intelligence of some amongst its original com-
mittees. These two luxuries were truly and indeed such :,
but a third, from which I had anticipated even greater
pleasure, jburned .put a total failure ; and for a reason which
it may be useful to mention, by way of caution to others.
This was a pianoforte, together with the sum required for
regular lessons from a music-master. But the first discovery
I made was that practice through eight or even ten hours
a-day was indispensable towards any great proficiency on this
instrument. Another discovery finished my disenchantment:
it was this. For the particular purpose which I had nvyiewj
it became clear that no mastery of the instruinent7~not even
that of Thalberg, would be available. Too soon I became
aware that to the deep voluptuous enjoyment of music
absolute passiveness in the hearer is indispensable. Gain what
skill you please, nevertheless activity, vigilance, anxiety must
always accompany an elaborate effort of musical execution:
and so far is that from being reconcilable with the entrance-
ment and lull essential to the true fruition of music, that,
even if you should suppose a vast piece of mechanism capable
of executing a whole oratorio, but requiring, at intervals, a
co-operating impulse from the foot of the auditor, even that,
even so much as an occasional touch of the foot, would utterly
undermine all your pleasure, A single psychological dis-